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A rorksktere tragedy . 

WL O h god’. Subs at the child in 

Htif.Haue at his hart hir armes. 

Wi . Oh my dearc boy, gets it from hir. 
//w-Brat thou (halt not Iiue to (hame thy howfc, 

Wi' Oh hcauen flce‘s hurt and finks dome, 

Hu. And pcrifh now begon, 

Thcrs whores enow 5 and want wold make thee one. 

Enter a Ittjfy feruant * 

Sir what deeds arc thcfe/ 

HufB&fc flaue my vaflaiJ; 

Comft thou between my fury to queftion me 
SeriWerc you the Deuil I would hold you fir, 
77#.Hould me?prefumptionJ!e vndoe thee for’t , 
5er„Sbloud you hauc vndone vs all fir, 

Hu. T ug at thy matter 
Ser . T ug at a Monfter. 

Hus H aue I no power, (hall my flaue fetter me , 
Srr.Nay then the Deuil wraftles,I am thowne, 
H#:Oh villane now lie tug thee otter comes him. 

nowlletcarcthee, » 

fet quick (purres to my vaflaile, bruise him, 
trample him,fo,l think thou wilt not folow me in haft 
My horfe ftands reddy (adled, away,away. 

Now to my brat at nur(Te,my fucking begger 
Fates, He not leaue you one to trample one. 

The M after meets him. 

Afo.How ift with you fir me thinks you Jookc of a 
diftra&ed colour* 

H »* Who I fir,tis but your fancie, 

Pleafeyou walkein Sir, and lie foone refolue you, 

I want 
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A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

I want one fmall parte to make vp the fom , 

And then my brother (hall reft fatiffied, 

Mr. I (hall be glad to fee it,fir lie atten dyou.Exeu 
SerOh I am fcarce able Io heaue vp my felfe: 

Ha’s fo bruizd me with his diuelifh waight. 

And torne my flefh with his bloud=hafty (purre 
A man before of eaficconftitution 
Till now hells power fupplied ;tohisfoulcs wrong, 
Un how damnation can make weake men ftrong. 
Enter Maji errand two fer turns. 

Ser.Oh themoftpittcous deed fir fince you came. 
CMrk deadly greeting:has he fomde vp theis 
To fatiffie his brother?hecr’s an other: 

And by the bleeding infants,thc dead mother, 

Wi . Oh oh. 

A/>.Surgeons,Surgeons,fhe recouers life 
Oneofhismcn al faint and bloudied, 
a - i’fr«.Follow,our murderous matter has took horfe 
To kill his child at nur(e,oh follow quickly. 
e eJUr. I am thercadieft,it fhal be my charge 
To raife thetownc vpon him Exit Mr and feruant* . 
i .SVr.Good fir do follow him, 

Wi . Oh my children. 

I ..SVr.How is it with my moft afflidted Miftrisf* 
J'P/.Why^do I now recouer?why half liue? 

To fee my children bleede before mine eics. 

A fight able to kill a mothers breft 
Without an executioner, what art thou mangled too 
ivS’fT, I chinking to preuent what his quickemife 
chieies had (o fooue a&cdjeame and rufht vpon him 

Wee 


